Then it is as fragrant as the Queen Bee, and the more
ethereal part mounts into the brain, not assaulting the
cerebral appattments, like a bully looking for his trull,
and hurrying from door to door, bouncing against the
wainscot, but rather walks like Aladdin about his en-
chanted palace, so gently that you do not feel his step.
Other wines of a heavy and spirituous nature transform
a man into a Silenus, this makes him a Hermes, and gives
a woman the soul and immortality of an Ariadne, for
whom Bacchus always kept a good cellar of claret, and
even of that he never could persuade her to take above
two cups. I said this same claret is the only palate-passion
I have ; I forgot game; I must plead guilty to the breast
of a partridge, the back of a hare, the back-bone of a
grouse, the wing and side of a pheasant, and a wood-cock

passim.

KEATS (from The Letters)

THE CRYSTAL CUP

Fill me my Wine in Christall; thus, and thus
, I see't in's puris naturalibus :
Unmixt. I love to have it smirke and shine,
*Tis sin I know, 'tis sin to throtle Wine.
What Mad-man's he, that when it sparkles so,
Will coole his flames, or quench his fires with
snow I
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